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POLLOCK'S  JUVENILE  DRAMA. 

THE 

CORSICAN    BROTHERS. 

The  Kepresentation  of  the  First  Act  takes  place  in 
the  Island  of  Corsica.  The  Second  Act  in  Paris.  The 
Third  Act  in  the  Forest  of  Fontainbleau.  The  Action 
of  the  First  and  Second  Acts  is  supposed  to  occur 
simultaneously. 

ACT  I. 

SCENE  1.     No.  1.     INTERIOR  OF  AN  OLD 
CORSICAN  MANSION. 

In  the  Village  of  Sullacaro,  in  Corsica.  Wings  No.  39. 
Maria  discovered  Spinning,  plate  6. 

(A  knocking  heard  without. ) 
Maria.     Someone  knocks  (calling)  Griffo  !  Griffo  ! 

Enter  Griffo,  right  hand,  plate  5. 
Griffo.     Is  the  house  on  fire  ? 
Maria.     No ;  but  somebody  knocks  at  the  door. 

Exit  Griffo,  and  take  off  Maria,  knitting. 
Re-enter  Griffo,  left  hand,  plate  4,  and  Maria, 

right  hand  plate  2. 
Maria.     Well,  who  is  there  1 
Griffo.     A  French  Traveller,  just  arrived  at  Sulla- 
caro.    Go  and  annonnce  his  visit  to  our  mistress. 

Exit  both. 

Re-enter  Griffo,  left  hand,  plate  5. 
Enter  M.  Meynard  and  Tomaso,  left  hand  plate  2. 
Gr(ffo.     The  Signora  Franchi  will  be  here  in  an  in- 
stant.    Ah,  Tomaso  !  come  with  me ;  you  may  put 
down  his  Excellency's  luggage. 

Exit  Griffo  and  Tomaso. 
Enter  Madame  Franchi,  right  hand,  plate  2. 
Madame  F.  Oh,  Sir,  you  did  not  require  this  letter 
to  be  welcomed  in  this  house  as  you  ought  to  be, 
(calling)  Maria, 


Enter  Maria,  right  hand,  plate  2. 

Madame  F.  Prepare  for  this  gentleman  the  cham- 
ber which  Louis  occupied  before  his  departure. 

Maria.     Yes,  Signora.  Exit. 

M.  Meynard.  I  regret  I  shall  not  be  able  long  to 
enjoy  the  hospitality  you  have.  To-morrow  I  take 
my  leave. 

Madame  F.  I  hope  you  will  change  your  intention  ; 
and  believe  yourself  as  sincerely  welcomed  by  the 
mother,  as  you  will  be  by  my  son,  when  he  returns. 

M.  Meynard.     Your  second  son,  Monsieur  Fabian. 

Madam  F.  They  are  twins,  born  on  the  same  day, 
at  the  same  moment.  Fabian  cannot  be  long  now  ;  he 
quitted  Sullacaro  this  morning,  to  be  at  the  mountains 
for  game. 

M.  Meynard.  I  am  anxious,  in  his  brother's  name, 
to  see  him. 

Madame  F.  My  dear  Louis  is  well ;  he  recommends 
you  to  me  as  one  of  his  friends. 

Enter  Griffo,  right  hand,  plate  5. 

Griff o,  Madame,  Monsieur  Fabian  .is  coming,  (to 
M.  Meynard)  Your  room  is  ready,  sir. 

M.  Meynard.    Thank  you,  I  am  not  fatigued. 

Exit  Griffo. 

Enter  Fabian,  right  hand,  plate  1. 

Md'lame  F.  Welcome,  Fabian.  Monsieur  Alfred 
de  Meynard,  a  friend  of  your  brother's. 

I'aliian.  Sir,  as  my  brother's  friend,  I  bid  you 
welcome. 

M.  Mi'ijnartl.  What  u  strange  resemblance  !  I  am 
almost  tempted  to  ask  you  if  it  is  to  Monsieur  Fabian 
or  to  Monsieur  Louis  that  I  have  the  honour  of 
speaking. 

Madam"  F.  This  gentleman  has  brought  me  a 
letter  from  your  brother,  dated  three  weeks  back. 

l''ahi(ui.  Ah  !  its  three  weeks  since  you  quitted 
Louis  !  Then  you  can  know  nothing  of  it. 


J/.  M>'ijnai'(l.  Excuse  me,  sir,  for  not  bringing  this 
letter  sooner ;  I  had  first  to  visit  Rastio,  Corte  and 
Ajacco,  reserving,  as  you  see,  my  pleasantest  visit  to 
the  last 

Fabian.  Permit  me  to  ask,  sir,  how  was  my 
brother's  health,  when  you  left  him  ? 

J/.  Mcynanl.  Excellent ;  Louis  was  robust  in  health 
and  buoyant  in  spirits  when  I  quitted  him. 

Mailame  F.  I  trust,  Fabian,  nothing  serious  has 
happened  to  your  brother.  If  he  were  dead  you  would 
know  it. 

Fabian.     Yes,  for  I  should  have  seen  him. 

.17.  Meynanl.     (aside,  astonished)  Seen  him  ! 

Mcvlame  f.  You  are  sure  your  brother  exists ;  then 
think  of  nothing  more  now  than  receiving  the  guest 
whom  our  good  fortune  has  sent  us,  Exit. 

Fabian.  You  will  excuse  me  for  speaking  of  family 
affairs  before  you.  I  see  the  last  words  exchanged 
between  my  mother  and  myself  have  appeared  obscure 
to  you. 

M.  Mi-'ynan.'t.  I  avow  it  !  But  since  you  are  with- 
out any  news,  what  can  lead  you  to  suppose  he  is 
suffering  ? 

Fabian.  Because,  during  the  last  few  days,  I  have 
been  melancholy,  disturbed,  sick  at  heart.  Something 

bus  has  happened  to  my  brother,  sir,  I  am  assured. 

M.  M'.'ijnanl.    You  are  sure  that  my  friend  still  lives. 
''in.    Yes,  he  still  lives  ;    (he  places  his   hand 
suddenly  to  his  breast)  he  is  wounded. 

M.  M  Wounded  !  How  ?  By  whom  ?  When  ? 

DOW    I    felt (seeing    his  mother 

approaching)    Sili-mr  !    here   is   my  mother.     Xot  A 
word  hefdiv.  her. 

Entrr  Madame  «!<-i  l-Yum-hi,  right  hand,  plate  2. 

Mn'i(,:l"  /•'.    (lentil-men,  \vhni  agreeable,  the  supper 

Exit  all. 

Put  mi  I-'aliKii,.  Madumr  di-i  Fraiichi,  and  Jl< 
;il)le,  plate  -. 
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Fabian.  Perhaps  you  have  heard  that  our  peasants 
are  divided  into  two  factions  ? 

M.  Meynard.  Yes,  those  of  the  Orlandi  and  the 
Colonna. 

Fabian.  I  am  arbitrator.  It  is  a  fact,  sir.  You  came 
to  witness  a  vendetta,  well,  you  will  behold  something 
more  rare,  you  will  be  present  at  a  reconciliation. 

M.  Meynard.  Indeed,  and  how  did  this  quarrel 
originate  ? 

Fabian.  The  first  cause  was  a  hen.  About  ten 
years  ago,  a  hen  escaped  from  the  poultry  yard  of  one 
of  the  Orlandi,  and  took  refuge  in  that  of  the  Colonna. 
The  Orlandi  claimed  the  hen,  and  the  Colonna  main- 
tained that  it  was  theirs.  The  Orlandi  threatened  to 
summon  the  Colonna  before  the  Judge  de  Paix,  and 
put  him  to  his  oath.  At  this  menance,  an  old  woman 
of  the  Colonna  family,  who  held  the  hen  in  her  hands, 
twisted  its  neck  and  threw  it  in  the  face  of  the 
Orlandi's  mother.  "There,"  she  said,  "if  the  hen  is 
thine,  eat  it."  Upon  this  an  Orlandi  picked  up  the 
hen  by  the  claws,  and  raised  it  to  strike  her  who  had 
thrown  it ;  but  at  the  moment  he  lifted  his  hand,  one 
of  the  Colonna,  who  had  his  loaded  carbine  with  him, 
without  hesitation,  fired,  shot  him  in  the  breast  and 
killed  him. 

M.  Meynard,  Good  heavens  !  and  how  many  lives 
has  this  ridiculous  quarrel  cost  ? 

Fabian.  There  have  been  nine  persons  killed  and 
five  wounded. 

M.  Meynard.     And  all  for  a  miserable  hen  ! 

Fabian.  Yes.  So  the  ceremony  of  the  reconciliation 
is  to  take  place  this  evening,  and  in  this  very  place. 

Enter  Griffo,  right  hand,  plate  5. 

Griffo.  Gaetano  Orlandi  wishes  to  speak  to  you,  sir. 
The  Table  to  be  drawn  off. 

Put  on  Marco  Colanna,  Judge  de  Paix,  Villagers, 
and  Gaetano  Orlandi,  plate  4. 


Enter  Fabian  and  Madame  dei  Franchi,  right  hand, 
and  M.  Meynard,  left  hand,  plate  2. 

Judge  (reading.)  "  Before  us,  Antonio  Sanolda  Judge 
of  the  Peace  at  Sullacora,  Province  of  Sartene,  between 
Gaetano  Orlando  and  Marco  Colonna,  it  has  solemnly 
been  agreed  that,  dating  from  this  day,  the  22nd  of 
November,  1841,  the  vendetta  that  broke  out  between 
them  on  the  llth  of  October,  1831,  shall  cease.  In 
faith  of  which,  they  have  signed  this  agreement,  with 
their  witnesses,  M.  Fabian  dei  Franchi,  arbitrator, 
and  us.  Judge  of  the  Peace." 

Fabian.  Now,  Colonna,  you  will  give  Orlandi  the 
hen,  and  let  there  be  no  more  quarrels  between  you. 

Take  off  Marco  Colonna,  Judge  de  Paix,  Villagers, 
and  Gaetano  Orlandi. 

Fabian,  You  see,  my  dear,  how  things  go  on  in 
Corsica. 

M.  Meynard.  I  am  enchanted  !  I  shall  not  fail  to 
describe  the  affair  to  Louis. 

Madame  F.  It  is  getting  late ;  permit  me,  sir  to 
conduct  you  to  the  door  of  your  chamber. 

M.  Meynard  (to  Fabian).    Good  night.  Exit. 

Exit  Madame  dei  Franchi. 

Fabian.  This  morning,  I  felt  as  if  a  sword  had 
pierced  my  chest ;  on  looking  at  my  watch,  it  was  ten 
minutes  past  nine.  It  must  be  later  than  that. 

Enter  Madame  dei  Franchi,  right  hand,  plate  2. 

Madame  F.  Good  night,  Fabian ;  rest  till  the 
morning  may  restore  us  both.  Exit. 

Fabian  (calling)  Griffo  ! 

Enter  Griffo,  left  hand,  plate  4. 

Fabian.  To  horse,  lose  not  an  instant !  I  will  write 
to  my  brother  !  Put  the  letter  in  the  post,  when  you 
reach  Ajacco,  that  it  may  go  by  to  morrow's  steamer. 
Go,  and  in  five  minutes  return  for  it.  Exit  Griffo. 

Exit  Fabian,  and  put  on  Fabian  at  table,  plate  3. 
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Fabian  (repeating  the  words  as  he  writes  them). 
"  My  brother — my  dear  Louis, 

"  If  you  are  yet  living,  write  to  me,  if  it  be 
but  two  words.  I  have  had  a  terrible  warning,  pray 
write." 

The  shade  of  Louis,  plate  3,  rises  through  the  Stage, 

and  gradually  goes  towards  his  brother,  and  touches 

him,  and  disappears  through  the  stage. 

Fabian.     My  brother — dead  ! 

The  table,  &c.,  to  be  drawn  off. 
The  Scene  to  change,  and  discover. 

SCENE    2.  No.  2.     THE  FOREST  OF  FON- 
TAINBLEAU.     Wings  No.  38. 

Captain  Martelli,  Louis  dei  Franchi,  Doctor  Tardieu, 
Chateau  Renaud,  and  Baron  de  Montgiron,  plate  1 
to  be  put  on. 

END  OF  FIRST  ACT. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  3.  No.  3.  THE  OPERA  HOUSE  PARIS, 
Wings  38. 

The  Masqueraders,  discovered  Dancing,  plates  4  &  6. 
Enter  Louis  dei  Franchi,  right  hand  &  Capt.  Martelli, 
left  hand,  plate  2,  and  Montgiron,  left  hand,  plate  5. 

Martelli.     What,  Louis  Franchi ! 

Louis.     Martelli  !  how  long  have  you  been  in  Paris  ? 

Martelli.  Oh,  I  only  arrived  this  morning.  And 
how  is  your  brother,  my  dear  Louis  ? 

Louis.  I  wrote  to  him  three  weeks  ago,  to  intro- 
duce a  friend  of  mine  who  proposed  a  visit  to  Corsica. 

Martelli.  You  will  make  one  of  a  party  of  friends 
to  sup  with  me  to-night,  Beauchamp,  Favrollis, 
Chateau  Renaud — 

Louis.    Chateau  Renaud ! 

Montgiron.     Yes,  do  you  know  him  ? 

Louis.     Only  by  sight — that  is  all. 
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Montgiron.  He  is  a  favorite  with  the  fair  sex ; 
though  he  boasts  of  more  conquests  than  he  obtains. 
You  will  come  ? 

Louis.  A  thousand  thanks,  my  dear  Montgiron  ! 
I  cannot  accept  your  invitation,  I  expect  to  meet  some- 
body here. 

Martelli.  But  you  are  not  going  to  leave  the  ball 
yet  1  We  shall  see  you  again  ? 

Louis.     Yes,  probably.  Exit. 

Enter  Chateau  Renaud,  left  hand,  plate  5. 

Montgiron.     Ah  !  I  was  speaking  of  you. 

Chateau  R.    Well,  now,  gentlemen,  what  was  it  1 

Montgiron.  I  was  remarking  that  you  -boast  a  little 
too  lightly  of  your  conquests. 

Chateau  R.  And  which  of  my  conquests  did  you 
ground  that  opinion  upon  my  kind  friend  ? 

Montgiron.  Madame  Lesparre.  It  is  asserted,  that 
you  have  obtained  from  her  much  less  than  you  seek 
to  make  the  world  believe. 

Chateau  R.  Will  you  bet  that  I  do  not  bring  her 
to  your  house  to  supper  this  morning  1 

Montgiron.  I  will  bet  you  a  supper  within  three  days. 
If  you  are  not  there  at  four  o'clock  precisely,  accom- 
panied by  Madame  Lesparre,  you  will  have  lost  your 
wager. 

Chateau  R.     That  will  do.    Au  revoir  !         Exit  all. 

SCENE  4.    No.  4.   THE  BACK  OF  THE  BOXES. 
Wings  No.  39. 

Enter  Madame  Lesparre,  left  hand,  plate  3. 
Enter  Chateau  Remind,  right  hand,  plate  3. 

Chateau  R,.     At  length,  Madame,  you  are  here. 

Madame  Lesparre.  You  insisted  upon  my  coming. 
I  expect  you  to  keep  your  promise,  and  return  me 
those  letters. 

Chateau  R.     Presently,  upon  one  condition. 
Well,  what  i.s  it  ? 
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Chateau  R.  It  is  only  to  the  house  of  Madame 
Grange,  that  I  wish  you  to  accompany  me. 

Madame  Lesparre.     Lead  on,  then.          Exit  both. 

Enter  Captain  Martelli,  left  hand,  plate  2, 
Enter  Montgiron,  left  hand,  plate  5,  and  Louis 

right  hand,  plate  2. 

Louis.  My  dear  Montgiron,  you  just  now  kindly 
invited  me  to  sup  with  you  ? 

Montgiron.    I  did.    And  you  declined. 
Louis.     True,  but  I  have  changed  my  mind. 
Montgiron.     Bravo  !  now  we  will  separate. 

Exit  all. 

SCENE  5.      No.  5.     AN    APARTMENT    AT 
MONTGIRON'S.     Wings  No.  39. 

Enter  Servant,  left  hand,  plate  5. 

Enter  Louis,  right  hand,  and  Captain  Martelli, 

left  hand,  plate  2. 

Louis.  Monsieur  de  Montgiron  has  not  yet  returned. 

Servant.     Not  yet,  gentlemen. 

Martelli.  We  will  wait  for  him.  [Exit  Servant. 
Louis,  you  are  unhappy,  confide  your  sorrow  to  me. 
Is  it  some  unhappy  passion,  or  hopeless  love  ? 

Louis.  Yes,  both ;  this  girl  that  I  loved  was  the 
daughter  of  the  General  Commanding  in  Corsica; 
they  left  for  Paris.  I  followed — I  arrived  here  full  of 
hope ;  judge  of  my  surprise  when  I  learned  that  she 
was  married. 

Martelli.     Married ! 

Louis.  Yes ;  she  introduced  her  -husband  to  me,  a 
captain  in  our  navy.  I  resolved  to  discontinue  my 
visits. 

Martelli.     Very  good,  my  friend. 

Louis.  A  few  weeks  later  he  called  upon  me,  re- 
proaching me  for  my  absence,  and  I  told  him  why  I 
avoided  his  wife.  "  My  friend,  Louis,  said  he,  "  In 
fifty  hours  I  sail  for  Mexico.  You  are  man  of  honour. 
I  place  her  in  your  care  during  my  absence." 
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Martelli.     Is  it  possible  ? 

Louis.  From  the  moment  of  his  departure,  the 
perilous  part  of  my  task  commenced,  till  one  day 
among  the  friends  who  presented  themselves,  was 
this  Chateau  Renaud. 

Martelli.     The  lady  you  loved,  is  named  Lesparre  1 

Louis.     It  is. 

Martelli.  Then  I  guess  the  rest.  My  friend,  per- 
mit me  to  advise  you  not  to  stay  at  this  supper. 

Louis.     You  are  right ;  here  I  must  remain. 

Martelli.  Well,  be  it  so ;  but,  at  least,  preserve 
your  self-command.  (Bell  rings — laughter  without). 
Hush,  they  come ! 

Enter  Servant,  followed  by  Montgiron,  left  hand, 
plate  5. 

Enter  Celestine,  Coralie,  and  Estelle,  plate  3. 

Montgiron.     This  way,  ladies.  Exit  Servant. 

Estelle.     So  this  is  your  house,  Montgiron  ? 

Montgiron.  Pardon  me,  that  I  have  kept  you  waiting, 

Estelle.     Now,  suppose  we  go  to  supper. 

Montgiron.  My  dear  Estelle,  you  must  have  a  little, 
patience,  we  are  waiting  for  Chateau  Renaud,  I  laid 
him  a  wager  that  he  will  not  bring  a  certain  lady  here 
at  four  o'clock. 

Estelle.     And  who  is  this  virtuous  beauty  1 

Montgiron.  There's  not  any  great  harm  in  naming 
her. 

Louis.  Montgiron  !  I  ask  you  as  a  favour  not  to 
name  the  lady.  Her  husband  is  my  friend,  worthy  of 
all  respect,  and  if  it  be  possible,  I  would  save  him  this 
shame. 

Montgiron.  My  dear  fellow,  I  was  quite  ignorant 
you  knew  the  lady.  Let  Chateau  Renaud  come  or 
not  come,  not  a  syllable  must  be  mentioned  out  of 
these  doors. 

The  Guests.     We  all  promise. 
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(The  clock  begins  to  strike  four,  at  the  last  stroke 

the  bel]  rings). 

Louis.     'Tis  he  !  and  she  too  ?  I  hear  her  voice  ! 
Enter  Chateau  Renaud,  right  hand,  plate  3. 
Enter  Madame  Lesparre,  right  hand,  plate  4. 
Chateau  R.     Four  o'clock,  gentlemen,  I  have  won 
my  wager. 

Madame  Lesparre.  I  understand  your  anxiety  to 
bring  me  here  now — you  have  led  me  here  to  sup  with 
your  friends  and  for  a  wager.  Is  it  not  as  I  have 
said. 

Montgiron,  Monsieur  de  Renaud  flattered  me  with 
the  hope. 

Madame  Lesparre.     Then  sir,  he  has  deceived  you 
as  he  has  me.     Since  I  am  here,  I  shall  beg  Monsieur 
Louis  dei  Franchi  to  conduct  me  to  my  own  house. 
Louis.     Madame,  I  am  ever  at  your  service. 
Chateau  R.     I  know  who  I  am  to  settle  this  with. 
Louis.     If  you  mean  me,  sir  I  shall  be  at  home  to- 
morrow. 

Chateau  R.     That  is  sufficient,  sir,  I  conclude  you 
will  have  no  objection  to  receive  a  friend  in  my  name. 
Louis.     It  wanted  but  this,  sir.     Come  Madame. 
Exit  Madame  Lesparre  and  Louis. 
Martelli.     A  duel  !  This  is  what  I  feared :  Come 
what  may,  I  cannot  remain  here. 

Enter  Servant,  left  hand,  plate  5. 
Servant  (to  Montgiron).  Monsieur,  supper  is  served 
Chateau  R.    To  table  then. 

They  all  retire  back.    The  stage  is  closed  in  by  Cur- 
tains, which  fall  from  each  side   of  the  Proscenium. 
Soft  music  heard  as  the   Curtains  are  slowly  raised 
discovering. 

SCKXK    6.     No.  2.     THE    FOREST    OF    FON- 
TAINBLEAU.      Wings  No.  38. 

Capt.   Martelli,  Louis  dei  Franchi,  Doctor  Tardieu, 
Chateau  Renaud,  and  Montgiron,  discovered,  plate  1 
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This  Tableaux  is  the  same  which  terminated  the 
First  Act. 

Doctor  Tardieu.  The  blade  has  pierced  the  lungs. 
There  is  no  hope. 

Martelli.    It  is  ten  minutes  past  nine. 

Louis  (recovering).  Martelli  !  Montgiron  !  Where 
are  you  ? 

Martelli.  Here,  at  your  side.  Have  you  nothing 
you  wish  me  to  inform  your  family  of  1 

Louis.    Useless  !  They  will  know  all  to-night  ! 

Martelli.    And  who  will  tell  them  ? 

Louis.    I 1  ! 

The  clotted  Lines  in  Scene  2,  No  2  to  be  cut,  and  the 
Trick  in  Wing  No.  38,  to  be  fixed  on  the  Scene  at 
back,  to  form  a  Trick.  The  Trick  to  be  slowly 
drawn  up. 

END   OF  ACT   II. 

ACT    III. 

SCENE  7.    No.  2.    THE    FOREST  OF   FONTAIN- 
BLEAU.     (Same  as  last.)     Wings  No.  38. 

Boissec  discovered  at  Back  of  Stage,  plate  6. 
Enter  Montgiron  &  Chateau  Renaud,  left  hand,  plate  5. 

Chateau  R.    Holloa,  there  !  come  this  way  my  man. 

Boissec,  Sarves  'em  right.  I  suppose  they  want 
somebody  to  help  'em  get  up  their  carriage  for  'em. 

Montgiron.  .My  brave  fellow,  we  want  your  assist- 
ance. 

Boissec.    Beg  pardon,  I  am  busy,  gentlemen. 

Mmififiran.  We  will  recompense  you  for  your  loss 
of  time. 

Hvissec.    Oh,  that  makes  a  difference.  Exit, 

Re-enter  Boissec,  right  hand,  plate  5. 

Boisstr.     What  cun  I  do  to  serve  you,  gentlemen  1 
Montgiron.   Is  thorn  a  wheelwright  at  Fontainbleau  ? 
Boissec,     1  believe  there  is.    lie  is  my  cousin. 
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Montgiron.  Will  you  fetch  him  and  his  tools  to  this 
spot? 

Boissec.     How  much  shall  I  have  for  the  job  1 

Montgiron.    Ten  francs  if  you  make  haste. 

Boissec.    I'll  run  all  the  way.  Exit. 

Chateau  R.  If  I  were  superstitious,  I  should  think 
twice  of  this  accident,  before  I  resumed  my  journey. 

Montgiron.  It  has  commenced  badly  enough, 
certainly.  We  have  only  the  choice  of  a  foreign 
land  or  a  prison. 

Chateau  R.  You  believe  it  was  chance  that  over- 
turned our  carriage  1 

Montgiron.  Oh,  no,  I  believe  it  was  a  drunken 
postillion. 

Chateau  R.  No  ;  the  postillion  was  drunk,  because 
destiny  decreed  the  coach  should  return.  And  where  ? 
In  the  Forest  of  Fontainbleau.  Do  you  not  know 
where  we  are  ? 

Montgiron.    It  is  indeed  the  place,  where  five  days 

since,  and  nearly  at  the  same  hour Be  calm,  I 

hear  footsteps. 

Chateau  R.  Come,  come,  let  us  begone  !  the  shade 
of  Louis  dei  Franchi  seems  to  glide  among  these 
dreary  trees. 

Enter  Fabian  dei  Franchi,  right  hand,  plate  5. 

Fabian.     Stay ! 

Montgiron  (with  emotion).    Oh,  Heaven  ! 

Chateau  R  (in  a  whisper  of  terror).  What  is  it  you 
wish  ? 

Fabian.  Do  you  not  guess,  Monsieur  de  Chateau 
Renaud  1 

Chateau  R.    Louis  de  Franchi ! 

Fabian.  No,  Fabian,  his  brother.  Is  not  the  re- 
semblance between  us  wonderful  ?  you  almost  fancied 
it  was  Louis  himself  returned  from  his  grave.  I  am 
of  this  world,  a  living  man,  who,  five  days  since  was 
at  Corsica,  where  I  learned  that  I  had  lost  a  beloved 
brother. 
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Montgiron.  But  five  days  ago,  you  were  in  Corsica, 
low  is  it  that  you  have  been  so  rapidly  informed  of 
your  loss. 

Fabian.  On  the  evening  of  my  brother's  death. 
This  morning  I  reached  Paris,  you  had  just  left  in  a 
post-chaise ;  I  followed  you,  saw  your  carriage  over- 
turned, and  to  myself  I  said,  Heaven  has  stopped  them ! 

Chateau  11.     Well,  sir,  what  do  you  want  with  me  ? 

Fabian.  What  do  I  want,  sir  ?  To  kill  him  who 
has  slain  my  brother  ! 

Chateau  R.  Sufficient !  Name  your  time,  weapons, 
and  place. 

Fabian.  The  time  ?  whenever  I  meet  you  1  the 
weapons  ?  with  the  sword  you  have  killed  my  brother  ! 
with  swords  we  will  fight !  The  place  1  here  ? 

Montgiron.  Gentlemen,  this  duel  is  impossible ; 
you  have  neither  seconds,  nor  weapons. 

Fabian.    You  mistake,  sir  !    I  have  everything  that 
is  necessary,     (calling  off)  Meynard  ! 
Enter  M.  Meynard,  with  swords,  left  hand,  plate  5. 

Fabian.  Here  is  my  second,  sir  !  here  are  my  wea- 
pons !  Meynard,  beg  Monsieur  de  Chateau  Renaud  to 
choose  his  sword.  Exit  all. 

Re  enter  Montgiron,  left  hand,  plate  5,  followed  by 
M.  Meynard,  fig.  1,  left  hand,  plate  5. 

Enter  Chateau  Renaud,  fig.  1 ,  left  hand,  plate  5, 
and  Fabian,  fig.  1,  right  hand,  plate  5. 

Fabian.  If  you  have  any  request  to  make,  sir,  do 
it  now ! 

Chateau  E.    And  why  ?  (distant  clock  strikes  nine.) 

Fabian.  Because,  as  sure  as  we  stand  here,  in  ten 
minutes  you  will  be  there,  where  my  brother  was  laid  ! 

Chateau  R.  There's  no  occasion  for  boasting,  sir. 
Engarde.  Exit  Fabian  and  Chateau  Renaud. 

Re  enter  both  fighting,  fig.  1,  plate  1. 
The  weapons  cross  —Combat  of  some  minutes. 


16 

Fabian.    You  are  fatigued,  sir  ;  rest  a  minute. 

Exit  both. 

Ee-enterboth  figs.  1,  plate  5. 

Chateau  R.  This  fellow  has  a  wrist  of  iron.  I  shall 
be  killed,  Montgiron  !  You  will  continue  your  journey 
alone  !  In  eight  days  write  to  my  mother  that  I  fell 
from  my  horse  !  in  fifteen  days  write  to  her  that  I  am 
dead. 

Montgiron.  You  are  mad,  to  talk  thus,  Chateau 
Renaud ! 

Chateau  R.  No ;  Heaven  is  with  this  man  !  Mont- 
giron, farewell !  (to  Fabian)  When  you  please 

Exit  both. 

Re-enter  both  fighting,  as  before,  fig   1,  plate  1. 

(After  fighting  a  short  time,  they  both  Exit). 
Bring  on  Fabian,  with  the  sword  through  Renaud, 

plate  6. 

Take  off  both,  followed  by  Montgiron. 

Dead  body  of  Chateau  Renaud,  plate  6,  to  be  put  on. 

Re  enter  Montgiron,  right  hand,  plate  6. 

Bring  on  Fabian,  fig.  1,  plate  6. 

Montgiron.     He  is  dead,  sir  ! 

Fabian.    Louis  !  Brother  !    Thou  art  avenged  ! 

Exit. 

At  the  same  time  the  shade  of  Louis  slowly  to  advance. 
Plate  6.    Bring  on  Fabian  kneeling,  plate  6. 

Soft  Music  as  the  Curtain  falls. 
THE  END. 
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